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permzt you to fauour this booke, 
I ſhall be thankfuil if not, I can 
but repent at the charge ar Imprc/- 


— Cds if your fancy, will 


ſion, I meane but little gaine to my 
elfe, yet much pleaſure to you, if it 
were mj omne wit, and you condemne 
it, / ſhould be aſhamed of my publicke 
zntruſion , but ſince it was the labour 
of a man wel-deſerning, forbeare open 
reprehending, for, as 1 haue heard, 
Twas done 755 his pleaſure, without 
any intent af an Impreſßionz thus much 
Iexcuſe him that I know nat, aud 
commend that which deſerueth well: 

if tbe partial 1 pray patzence. 
8 A 4 The 


7 h So courge 920% Venus... 


Hilſt chat the Sunne Was climing 
vp in haſte, 


To view the world with his am- 
birious eye. 


Faire 27 4 yet alas, more faire 


Dia ſet bene to 72 wantonly; 


Nay moſt inhumane, more then bad, or ill, 


As in the ſequall yOu WAY, reade at will. 


You thar haue 17 9 5 or, that parents be 

1 Depatt a ind! glue not t egte at 

ky: To the Fuſe 15 at here ſhall ytrere be: 
by Some filth y fame! jet on all other fa fall, 

If poſlibly* ere cat be any ſach, 


From nature to degenerate. ſo much 


tet o chen wich 046d Jam wonderous lad 
5 That this final World of gurs is put ſo ſarre 
82 From thoſe that ſuc ch inceſtions Pro's had: 
So reſt thaw fill! in glory as a flatre, 
0 That ſcorning chruſts from other Alis quite, 
And in thy vertues doth thy ſelfe delight, 
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The Seokree of Venus. 
And now faire Myrha in her yourhly blood - 


Doth on her father dote with ond defire, 


Each foule occaſion is accounted good, 
That may increaſe her filthy luſtfull fire. 
And as this ſhamefull matter wanted grace, 


o doubtfully ſhe thus doch plead her caie. 
Why ſhould not Gods this loue of mine permit 


Or be offended with me for the ſame? 


It doch infringe cheir ſacred lawes Wah . 


Adding diſhe nour, or deſeruing blam 
I will proceed, good reaſons for to proue, 
'Tis not ynlawfull ro obtaine my loue. 


In many countries I do certaine know, 


The parents with their children married be, 


Which they do moſt, their godlineſſe to ſhow, 
Becauſe their loues increaſt thereby they ſee. 

Then fhal this luckleſſe plot of ground remaine 
Th occaſion that my — I not obtaine? 


Each night hath Nature ſet at liberty: 
All things be comon, for ſhe naught reſtrains: 
Then lerthe Daughter with the Father lye, 
Like preſident with all things elſe remaines. 
The Kid, the Heifer, and the birds we ſee, 


Affekt ine ſame of whom they gorten be. 
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The Scourge of Venus. 


In happy caſe then ſuch her creatures are, 
That may do ſo, and yet do no offence, _ 

They be more happy en is mankinde farre: 
For they by ſome malicious baſe pretence 

Haue made a curbe to hold that ſtill in thrall 
Which Nature would haue common vnto all. 


But yet packe hence thou foule inceſtious loue, 
What, wilt ypon thy only father dote? 

I ought to loue him; yet as doth behoue, 

Not that the world therby wy ſhame may note. 

O do reſolue/rhe neei eneſſe of our kin, 
Cuts off all hope thy wiſhed ſuit to win. 


Did Cupid then ere ſhoor ſo yet before? 
Can Yulcan forge. ſo foule an arrow now? 

Or further: will dame Venus euermore 
Such cruelty vnto her ſeruants ſhow? 

No, no, l am deceiu'd; for now fee, 


Wich poiſoned ſnakes ſome fury wolided thee, 


6 


How great (ſaid ſhe) 6 Venus mayſt thou be. 
How was I rauiſhed this Rn 

In feeling of your pleaſant ſportvin me? 
I clipt a man in prime of his delight, | 

What liuely pleaſures did I chere conceiue ? 
No fault (alaſſe)but they too ſoone did leaues 


. Would | 


The Sconrge of Fenus. 


Would cynaras thou hadſt ſome other name, 
How fitly mightſt thou haue a loue of me? 
How nobly mighitſt thereby increaſe thy fame, 


How quickly thonldſtiaſon gaine vnto thee ? 
I would. inforce dull earthly thoughts, to craue, 
To kiſſe and clip, and other paſtimes haue. 


What meane my dreams haue they effect at all? 
May dreames a future chance to vs portend ? 
Let then to me ſuch dreames more oft befall, 
In dreames no preſent witneſſe can offend. 
In dreames we may as great a pleaſure take, 


As in ſome ſort is found we being awake. 


But yet ayaunt, packe hence foule filthy fire, 
Wring out ſome teaxes to quench this curſed 
No otherwiſe the daughter- like require (flame 
Thy fathers loue, that blazons onxhy ſhame. 
Jet put the caſe he ſixſt did ſeeke to me; 
Ng doubt I ſhould to his requeſt agrec. 


Why ſhould. it not chen ſtand right fo with him, 
Since of one nature we participate? 

What if with ſpeech thou chance his loue to win 

Then maiſt thou write, No time it yet too late. 

What thou doſt bluſh to ſpeake, loue bids thee 

Belieue me they read more the we indite. (write 


Reſolu'd 
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The Scourge 1 Venus. 


Reſolu'don'this, with tretiblit band Me elle 
The pen and paper, framing for to wrire, 

Left hid holds way, whilft ende leter makes 
Com hat ſhe did in minde indite. 

She writes ſſie doubts, ſlie chigeth this for chat, 


She likes, diflikes, & notes ſhe knows not hat. 


She caſts away, and dorh begin anew, 
Yer findes a Munt in chat ſhe framed laſt 
She blots, & then againe that ching doch v vicw, 
And now the firſt more firs chen all that's ;paſt, 
Father the wrires, yet ſhame did plot it out, 
Then thus ſnie writes, aid caſts away all doubt. 


Iknow not wear fend: to I know not whom 
Such kealth'that thou maift only giue to me, 
Which if Iwant, my life canrr be long, 
Euen that ſame health thy Tour fends to thee. 
I dare not tell thee who! fri forſhame} _. 
Nor(our alaſſe) once let thee heare dy name. 


And if chou axe of me what I deſire, 
Or why ſo doubrfull I do Write tothee, 
Would nameleſſe I might tell what I require, 
Till chat my feet were granted viito me: 
Which if to know, thou wonldſt make further 
Amaiden asketh bur 4 maids deniall. (triall 


In 


"The Scourge of Venus. 


In token of my wounged heart, I would 
Within cheſe blotred lines there might ape are 
My colour pale, my body leane and cold, 
My watery eyes, my ſighes and heauy cheere, 
Then mightſt perceiue I were in lone with thee, 
And how the flatnes of loue tormenteth me. 


I call the Gods as witneſſe to the ſame 
Poore wretched wench, I ſtroue to flic the dart 

And did my beſt that out- rage for to tame, 
Which Cupid had alotted for my ſmart, 

No wench bare more then did to me beride, 
Which forc'd me ſhew the cauſe that I would 


| ide. 
Then mercy at thy gentle hands I crau 0 
In fearcfull wiſe to thee I make my mone, 
Thou onely ma iſt thy louer ſpill or ſaue, 
No enemy doth ſue, but ſuch a one 
That is aly d moſt ſweetly vnto thee, 
Vet in a neerer band would linked be. 


My life is chine, and thou didſt giue it me, 
Then loue thy ſelfe, and thou wilt me affect, 

My beaury's much, and is deriu d from thee, 
Then all thy one be carcfull to reſpect. 

O ſtop thy eares, and he are not Myrba's name, 


And ſhut thy cies whe thou doſt read the ſame, 
My 
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Tue se our ge of Venus. 


My youchfull yeares raſh folly doth beſeeme, - 
The «kill of Jaw to aged folkes belong, 

And all is lawfull that we liſt, I deeme, 
We take no notice of the right or Wrong, 

If it offend to take thy owne in'tbed, | 
Let that offence be layd vpon my head: 


Then ſer apart the dread of worldly ſhame, 
And take the Gods,as prefidents herein, 
My pregnant wit ſhall ſhun all future blame, 
Our pleaſure {capes wel, hid with name of kin, 
Andyou may clip and kifle, and play with me, 
A daughters name me thinkesacloke wil bee. 


Haue mercy now,l haue my caſe expreſt, 
Which loue inforſt wy featefull hand to write: 
O grant thy daughter this lier firſt requeſt, 
Ihat is the occaſion of her chiefe delight, 
This Epitaph deſerue thou notzl haue, 
The cruel father tooke the life he gaue, 


And though my lines are blotted euery where, 
T was with my teares that fell ere it was dry, 
And if m lett ers ſcribled do re, 
Whercby you thinke ſore other rot to try 
Your mind: — my curious hand is miſt, 
A fearefull minde, dock bring a ſhaking fiſt. 


And 


* — 
The Scourge of Vrnis. 
And ls theſe ſcrambled lines I do commend 
Vnto your loue, be-blurredall withreares,? 
Wich feruent hope they ſhall no whit offend, 
The minde is baſe, that ſtil continual feares, 
And note you whichis the greater blot, 
To get no childe;or kill that you haue gor. 


Thus muchthis luſtfull Lady writ in vaine, 

And ſeald it cloſely with a pretious None, 
A precious ſtone cloſ d vp a filthy ſtame, 
Her cruſty ſeruant forth ſhe cals anope, 
And bluſhing bad him with a merry cheare, 
He ſhould this letter to her father beare. 
This ſcarcely ſaid, old cynaras did come, 

And then ſhe caſt her letter quit e aſide. 
Daughter (Aid he) you ſee the daily throng | 
Of ſuters chat do ſecke thee for their bride: 
Here be cheir names my wench, thẽ ceme & ſhow 
On which of them thou wilt thy ſelfe beftow. 

Now for a ſpate ſhe filent did remaine, 
And onely gazed wiſhly in his face: 
She could her teares no longer then reſtrainc, 
But they ran trickling down her checks apace 
Her father kiſſes her, and bids her peace, 
And though it tende r-hearted ſhamefaſtnes. 
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dher ſaid h be Gil, 
He he ee ” waa ; 5 
EEE goodwill, 


1 ron bed refraine, 
ee or _ hauvercome i tell me now, 


Ar length ſhe did reply; o one like te you, | 


lod ary the choyce,and praiſd the ſame, 
Nie her for her louing ſpeech, 
chat it tended to their 

e wel & wicht chat he would leech 
er ſuit; and ethis requeſt, 
* me liue ſtill with you, let woders reſt. 


Your company I moſt of all affect, 
Continue but your loue, it ſhall 2 
Theſe husbands why ſhould I Helper 
Her father thus againe to her replies, 
Thy godlineſſe. (at which ſhe bluſhed red) 
1 Me, bur thou muſt taſt a Bride-groomes bed. 


Thou doſt not know the pleaſure it affords, 
Nor wanton motions that therein abound, 
It not conſiſteth all of pleaſant words, 
More gameſome tricks are there ſtil to be foũd 
A minde ſo chaſte as thine cannot conceiue 8 
What pleaſing ſports one ſhall therby receiue 


B. 


| {ris no dream e, nor paſſion fron of che mind le, | 
dvel), 
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But a ſubſtantiall pleaſure there dorh 
The pratctike part of dreames therein we finde, 

Which who ſo doth omit, leades Apes in hell. 
Why doſt chou bluſh? Tknow your caſe, belieue, 

Maids muſt ſay nay yet take when men do giue. 


And now the ſable hofſes of the night, 
Have drawne a mantle ore the filuer sky, 

And all the ſtars doe thew their borrowed light, 
Each breathing thing opreſt with ſleep doch ly 

Saue Philomell,char ſings of Terrew rape, 
And Myrha plotting ſome inceſtious ſcape. 


No reſt at all ſhe rooke within her bed, 


The flames of Cypid burnt ſo in her breft, 
And many a fanſie comes into her head, 
Which ouer-much her troubled ſoule oppreſt, 
She doub is, ſne hopes, the doch make repaire, 
Sh'1 now attẽpt, then doth bring Ae. 


Looke how you ſee a pleaſant field of Corne 
Moue here & there by genrle-b ing wind, 

Now vp and downe, as waues in ſea ate borne 
So doubrfull thoughis had motion in her mind: 

Now ſhee'l ſurcenſe, and how to him repaire 
Inſtable, like a featherin the a rC e. 
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The Stomge bf Venus: 


O fye on this fowle ineeftious luſt, 
— Pos t how doth ot horre, 
Some 


So 3 ic, # it be his w 
And let the Goſpell euer e 


vet I do feare we haue ſome yet as ill, 
dae bear: 


ö The pleaßing ſooles do 
In Paradice F wee cannot live, 
But we ſhall finde ſome foule ſedueing Exe. 


ro repeate her nam 
1 
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Go ſe to ſce ſhame. 0 
2 bely Bible daily loehe: 

— thou maiſt, as in a mirror fee, \ 

No Atheron can yeeld che like to thee. 


There ſutke the Nectar of his Holy Word, 

2 - Andbegge thou pardon for thy foule abuſe, 

1. For cuery Sore it can a Salus afford. 
; O At to make of it good vie. 

Thou Chriſtians blot, to leaue off further talke, 
Whilſt chou haſt light,endeuor there to walke. 
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And thou Pænchaia, xich in many a ching, 
In Cuſtus, cynamon, and Incenſe ſweete, Ati 
That out of trees aboundantly doth ſpring, 
Of Ammanie,and things for vics meete. 
vet whilſt thou yeeldeſt Myrrb,I wey chee not: 
For chereunto hath Ayia giuen a blot. 


No meaſure in her filthy loue ſhe found: 2 
No eaſe, no reſt, but death doth like her now. 

Reſolu'd on this ſhe gets vp from the ground, 

Audmindes to hang bericlfeher 

And then the nooſe about her necke ſhe drawes, 
And ſaid, & Cynaras! thou art the onely cauſe. 


Farewell therfore.a thouſand times farewell, 


Deere Cynaras thou mightſt haue ſau'd my life, 


And thinke then, this to me alone befell, 

Becauſe I durſt not loue thee as a wife. 
Farewell againe. Oh welcome gentle death! 
And then ſhe went about to ſtop her breath. 


A recompence fit for ſo foule a mind, | 
But yet by chance her aged Nurſe did lye 
Wichin a chamber that to hersadioyn'd, : 

Who ouer-hearing this, to her did hye 
And ſeeing her halfe murdered;fo began 
Jo fhricke & ſcreeme;& ſtraight vnto het ran. 


Whe 


Ra oo 


loue ro ſhew, 
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The Scourge of renus 
Who firſt did ſnarch 22 —. her necke, 1 
And reares er N 
Error Forming nyt 


And kiſſing her didyrgethe reaſon 


She wee ibouraivdy Mae gde 15s r 
Or to her hame ſo baſe a courſe to tale: 


Quoth ſhe, I pray 8 to me, 
Vagel . dugs, and head all gr: 
Theſe hands tat ji pal ro, ork . 
Let ſome, or all theſe, cauſe thee to bewray 
What eruel means haue bre inthis caſe. 

At which the Lady turnd away hier face. 


O be not coy ſweet ! hide thou nought from mes 
I am rhy Nurſe, ſhe ſajd,and haue good skill 

In charms,8 he arbs, & dreams, that powerful be, 
Of what chou wantſt, Ile helpe mls. to n fill. 

Art thou in loue, or witcht 5 
Ic finde * eaſe, or elſe wi 


ill U eee e quite. 


Ihaue bene wanton ec du ; ou, 
Now yet by a er 

1 haue beene FA ke,as you may be now, _ 
Of toyes and loue- tr Arkcles! I was wondrous full, 

How ſtrange | ſo ere t y caſe do therefore Rand, 
I can and will redr e it out of hand. 
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The gcourge of Van 


Thou art.in-Loxe( ay ſwees) I welbelpy, 
9 — rn 9 8 


Thy father fh 
; 2 — doth fall. 


; * 
| 


a he] 0 oſt 
pray ; 
e, 
Ariichg dg en mn Jo by 
2 


e 


If 33 hon p 
will ac t your father gut o 
How e hang dy d 1 me; \ 
brate e ape rag Hue nt 2 
Ur gric c c i 1 
I: ll hard,bur I! e ne 
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4 _ reach ther how moſt. cafily to benre, 


The Scourge of Venus ' 


And if your caſe be ill, you need not feare 
The heauie load che wickedneſſe doth — AS 


age hath got experienes in ea 
rel ba. vor tis that doth {o-Reercly touch, 


One woman may perſwado another much. 


And now the Lady N heauy head 
Hanging vpon her Nur — 
As ſhe * A Pry — bed. a 
Being pradigall, ber chriſtall xepres to waſte; 
Now ſhe wold brook her ſpeech doth ſtay 
ThE ſhame doth cauſe her rarne her face away. 


A franticke fu oſſeſſe hor ne, | 
And then N r carmentore k face, 

And wrings her hands, & te her N urſe doth vow 
For to acquaint her wich her wretched caſe: 


And 2 briniſh teares into her breaſt, 
er griefe to het at laſt expreſt, 


Oh ha mothers happy ſtare, .: 
That dy a wy words . and faire, 


Vnhappy am I: moſt infor tna, 
At which he ſtopt, as qnefalpein diſp aire« | 

The Nurſe 3 found. Senecdoche in 3 * 
And what the whole meant by a perfect gelle, 


B4 He 


The Scourge of Venus. 


Her 2 did ſhake and tremble faſt, 
Her hoary haireſtood ſtaring vp on end, 

From forth her eyes a heauy looke ſhe caſt, 
And many a ſigh her heart diſtreſt did ſend; 

And pauſing long, not knowing whar to ſay, 
At laſt her tongue her minde did thus bewray, 


Jn this I hope, good Lady, you but ieſt, 
To try your Nurſes ane, wit; 
So foule a fault is not within your breaſt, - 


Then tell me true the otcafion of this ſit. 
The Lady frown'd,& ſtopt her ſpeaking farther, 
And ſaid, get hẽce, it t ſhame to loue our father? 


I ſhe rephy d, in ſuch a filthy ſort, 8 
Ix is not loue, but luſt chat you profeſſe, 
Neceſſity with true loue cannot ſort + 
Your loue contaminates,you muſt confeſſe. 
A daughters loue then to your father ſhow, 
Some laue good things but with bad loue, I know. 


Or if your wanton fleſh you cannot tame, 
Nor coole the burning of your hot deſire, 
Then take ſome one that not augmets the ſhame 
And ſer apart to dote vpon your ſire. 
It is moſt vile to ſtand in boch a need, 
To make the actor baſer then the deed, 
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Beſides, 
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Whole 


Stouree of Venus: 
The Score? of — 


Beſides, his yoares can yeeld no ſuch content, 
That blickſome wanton dames expect to haue, 


Herein your bargaine you will ſoone repent . 


Whe you ſhal find great want of chat you craue: 
Are you ſo mad, o will you once beleeue 


Old men content to frolticke Dames cin giue? 


Take chis example of me, from the Sy, 


Behold ſhooting {tar from heauem fal! 2 
ineering light you ſcarcely do eye 


* 
But one eee 8 
And ſo rhti 


Or as the bloomes vpon the Almond- tree, 
That vaniſh ſooner th the muſh· rums done: 
Or as the flies Hemere we do ſee, (gunne, 
To leaue their breath their life being ſcarce be- 
Who thinks chat tree whoſe roots decai'd by time 
Can yeeld like fruit to yong ones intheir prime. 


A rotten ſticke more fit to burne then vſe, 

I maruell what from age you do expect, 
Let my experience their defect accuſe, 
And teach thee how thy equals to affect: 
When they ſhould roy,iocund & ſport with thee, 
Their gouts, coughs & Ager hindrance be. 
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ſpor being an begun doth leaue 
an he Bro GG ons we petceiue. 


The $ courge of Venus. 


'Tis nor their fault, but incident to 


Which far more — 
As iealouſie, ſuſpicio 


Diſlike,dildaine, and ings, 
For can the fare, rn be rw; | 
Wich water cold, but l 


Euen as in Summer one may aptly note, 
The fire and water in one cloud 4 


And 8 0725 194 
Bee — * watre, 
r do pronounce the latte. 
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Til ta e 


Chooſe from chywoers ſome peculiar one, 
Whoſe loue may fill the 3 of thy hopes, 

And balonize thy wanton ſports alone, 
Whoſe appetite with thy deſire copes, 

Youth will Abe frolicke in a ae 
Age is vnapt and heauy as the lead. 


Youth hath his daliance * his kind « Fw acc, 
Euen as the Elmes incircled with the Vine; 
Age loneth reſt and quiet i in chis caſe, 
Saying, Oakes atſuch like Tuy gripes repine, 
Vuths pleaſing weltun'd years ſweer mufick maks 
When for cõᷣſort loue rings it trains or flakes. 


Yet 
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1 8 of<Vengs. 


Yet chuſe tau one whoſe rongue's not ſet 
— ring heforch 


That no 
Such — lle worth: 
And for complexipn, hoexein mee beleeue, 


een ſwyect content dohgzue. | 


Tg & is like the water cold. 
ee 


And 8 
But in che Sanguin —— juice — 
Whoſe feeds the eye with ſweere deli 


The re dÞroher frore then pleaſe che fig] 


What pleaſure cana ſterne grim face affoord, 
A ſwarke colour or tough ſhagged haire, 
Or Rauen blackeꝰ belceue me at a word, | 
They are too blame chat do deſpiſe the faire: 
They E e eye, prougke dull appetite, 

mblc Gods, and do che minde eligbr. 


3 


Ceaſe charting, entle nurſe, the Lady faid,,.. 
Or frame 87 ane f Fal to ſute more with che rime, 
My choice is made, therein I neede no aide 
Which may be compaſt by ſomc help of thine, 


It is too late of abſtinence too pre 


\Whe one is drunk, & notes not what you teach. 
LN 


(wheeles 2 


The Scourge of Venus, 


I ſeeke him not for luſt, as you do deeme ? 
For if my mind were onely bent thereto, 
I could find other men I might eſteeme, if 
You know the ſtore of duters come to woe? 
But tis ſome kind of naturall inftin@, uh 
Or deuine flame that cannot be extin- 


What I do ſeeke I know is wondrous vile, 
And haue a will for to withſtand the fame, 
Yer can thoſe motions by no meanevexile, 
So ſeeketh luſt to bring me ynts ſhame, * 
Be it worſe the nought to haue it fleſh doth ſtriue 
Helpe Nurſe, elſe long I cannot liue. 


And viſh not to difſwade me in this caſe, 4 


Nor giue me counſell to withdraw my mind e N 
It likes me well, 1 weigh not the diſgrace, 
O reach me then to win him to be kind! 0 a 


Helpe me good Nurſe in this my cruell ſtate, 
All othet meanes of comfort comes too late. 


And ſincethou needs woldſt ynderftand my ſham 


Which I did grieue and bluſh to ope to thee, : 
And had lear di d then told thee of the ſame, 
Now be not ſlacke to le nd thy helpe to me, ; 


Thou forſt me for to open my diſgrace; 
Ihen lend thy help to ſalue my wretched caſt, 


You 


The Scourge of Venus. 


ou do not know Nurſe or haue forgot. 
1 What tis to — cannot ĩt 8 * 
Of yourhs kind d aliance age doth take no note, 
Feorgetting it, and thinke all may abſtaine: 
But tis not ſo, I to thoſe thoughts reply, 
Then helpe me gentle Nurſe, or elſe I die. 


Liuc ſtill my ſweete, queth ſhe, and do poſſeſſe, 
Yer name off father) ſhame forc't her conceale 
And with ſtaggring ſpeach the word repreſt, 
And all her helpe more amply to reucale, 
She made a vow,whereby herfelfc ſhe bound, 
To do the beſt that might in her be found. 


The feaſts of gentle Ceres now began, 
Which yearely they obſeru d, and held it ill, 
For thrice three nights to lye with any man, 
The wiues in white, apparrelled were ſtill, 
And vntd Ceres,firſt fruit of the field, 


(As garlands made of cares of corne) did yeeld, 


The Queen amongft theſe women did frequent 
Theſe Rütes, and would be abſent at that time. 

The Nurſe then to accompliſh her intent, 
And finding Cynaras made blith with wine, 

The Syren moſt inchantingly did ſing, 

And thus at laſt broke ſilcuce to the King, 


Renowned 


A wancon queſtion Fould ro thee moue? 
Speak on, quoth be, good Nurſe thy ſpee 
Wich Bacchys feaſts do wanton ſports a 


Ixno thou wouldft no ill thing vntõ me. 
Then thus, quoth ſhee, there is a Maide 


Of Princely birth and Noble nigh degree, 
Who at this time would be righe well apaidde 
To kiſſe thy hands fee is ſo in loue with thee, 
Such divine beauty in her face dork lurke, 
That Gods enuy at Nature for the worke. 


Wichour offence vnto your Queene and Wife, 
Vnto this Lady, ſhe - LG care; 

I loue your Queene,and honour ber as life, 
Arbor ane the others happy ſtate, 

That's made ſo faire that none can like her bee, 
Your Queene is kind, abuſe her nor for mee. 


But if you ſawher face,as L haue done, 
And vie Vd the reſt of her N 
You would contemne my Miſtres face too ſoone, 


Vet loue the both: it nought your honor dims, 
One as your wife, the next for beauties ſake, 
So of chem both a beanteeus wife but make. 


The: 


| 


Ir 
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The Scourge Renu. 
of 


The glo glory of her haire is wonderous bright, 

er brows _ ebbe dale content 
Her cies in motion do beget 3 
Her cheekes a tincture to Aurora lent 
Her teeths no her eyes no rubies are, 
Bur fleſh and bone, more red and white by far. 


No liſpingitongue that fondrels count a graces, 
Bur 4e tun d hatmony incline, 


Anecke inferior nought — face, 
And breath moſt apt for to be preſt by thine, 
Now if the vtter view ſo glorious prove, 
| Iudge how the hidden parts procure loue, 


The King ve all this while lent liſtening eare, - 
Being wrapr in admiration of her ſpeech, 

Now did begin more liuely to a 
And for to know one thing of er did ſeech, 

Saying, of what yeeres may this Lady be? 


luſt of ſweete Myralu age, replied ſhee, 


He ſaid chen, 128. conferre with ner, 
That I may all be true you ſay. 

It ĩs — 1 after you all ſee, 

Bur faid the Nurſe, you now muſt let her Ray, 


Perhaps ſhee le bluſh, and be to coy by light, 


 Whenfhe will yeeld mote kindly in the night. 
Such 


r 
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Such prerty Dames will hardly yeeld conſent; 
For in their mouthes they alwaies carry nay, 
vet if you giue, to take, they are content, 
And nere refuſe,whatere their . doth ſay: 
For ſo they nature ſimple men abuſ, 
When hat they louethey moſt of allrefuſe3 


If Ido fable, put me vnto ſhame, 
In ſaying the reſembles Myzba much, 
For tis ſo much, as if it were the ſame;; 


* 


And when you ſeeke to gaine the loue of ſuch 


Let my experience thus much you aſſure 
They Falcon - like ftoop to a ganeylure. 


And now you may, voide of ſuſpected crime, 
Dally with her in your laſciuious bed, 
The ſacred Ceres feaſts are ar this time, 


And there your Queen is ſtil: this ſcarcely ſed, 


Quoth Cyneras, bring her this night to mee, 
Whereto the Nurſe replide, I do agree. 


With hopefull newes the Nurſe return'd againe, 
And cheer d her chicke, & bad her not be ſad, 
Her wiſhed ſute, ſhe cerraine ſhould obtaine, 
The news wherof made Myrba wondrous glad! 
Yet as ſhe ioy'd, ſhe was oppreſt with feare, 
uch diſcords of affections in her ere. 


Away 
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Away ſlips time and haſteneth on the nigh, 
2 che Beare's ſeene run ines ele 
Conducted forward by Boætes bright, 
I.,nhe other ſtars abou: the axe. tree role: 

The Southerne images do ſhine as gold, 

Fit monuments for Hunters to behold. 


At what time Myrha wickedly proceedes 
And takes in hand to act her baſe defire, 
The ſhamefullluſt with curſed hopes ſhe feeds 
Which quickly ſers her heart vpon a fire, 
And thereupon reſolueth on her ſhame, 
And not one thought to contradi@ it came; 


Fach Planet pulleth in his golden head, 
The other ſtars out of the keauens glide 
And Cynthia from her filuer Palace fled, 
The night is robbed of her wonted light, 
Each thing turn d dark that formerly was bright. 


| At which the Sunne his glorious face did hide, 


Three times, by ſtumbling, Myrba was fore · told 
Of bad fucceffe, if ſhe did not retire; 

| Three times the Owles like leſſons did vnfold, 
Whoſe dolefull note do fouſe miſhap require; 

Yer ſne crept on, regarding not che ſame, 
The want of light alayed much che ſuame, 


C The 


| Scourge of Veuut. 


The Nurſe doch lead her by herewneldFrhand, 
I The right doth grope the dark and deſartway, 
As filenc as che night they now doſtand : | + | 
To heare-the night» crows forik,& goblins play | 
The lich-foule beats, and at the window cties, 
For to.chme in, io ſtay the enterpriſc. 


O gentle Nutrſe, ſaid Myrha tell to me, (tend, 
What may cheſe ſcremes & doleful ſciiks por- 

The nurſe xeply d, my child, no hutt to h e . 
They axe but ſeruants that on night attend, 

Theſe goblins, lich fouls, Ole, & night-crows to 
At murchers raile, wich loue haue naughi to do. 


And then the Beldam leads che Lady on 
Through many roomes & other turning waies 

As in a laborinth they two had gone; 7 
And as they go, ſhe to the Lady ſaies 

Now cheere you 'Ps and gzet a iocund minde 
In chinking of the pleaſures you ſhall finde. 


At laft ſhce brings her to che chamber dore 
Which ſoftly. ſhe did ope,and led her in, 

The Lady fals to tremoling more and morc, 
Her very heart did to — 2 begun, 

I be neerem to the wickedneſſe ſhe went, 


- 
: 
: * 


The more to quake and ſhiucr ſhee was bent. 
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The Scuurge of Hens: 
Looke how you ſee a blind man onthe way: > 
Led by anocher through ſome defart place, 
Stagger and grope and at each trifle ſta g 
oh For feareJeaſt he ſhould fall:cucn in like caſe, 
The wretched nurſe the fearcfull-Eady leads, 
Who ſhakes and ſtarts at cuery ftep ſhe treads, 


And gow the doth her enterpriſe repent, 
And wiſh ſhe might vnknowne rewne againe, 
Vnto his bed thepawſing Nurſe then went; 
And cal the King & told him thus much plaine 
Dread King awake, of plealures take thy fill, 
This Ladie's thine; then vſe her as you will. 


The curſed father then his bowels tabes 
Imo his bed, © filthy blob and ſtaine, 

His daughter ſſuuert in his armes, and quakes, 

This bein che nut ſe returnes againe 

And ſaid, make much of her, to weepe forbeare 


None wold weepe for that whichyownow feare. 


then cheeres his daughter in his arme, 
Why doft chou weepibe ſtill myſweore,be Nil, 
me clip thy loue I meanc to do no harme, 
My Kingly bed with pleaſures ſhall chee fill, 
And to hide all chat idle heads may mque, _ 

Hence-forch L 


C 2 Came 


thee daughter and not loue. 


* 


\ -- % 
„ 


The Sconrge of Venus.” 


Come kiſſe thy father, gentle daughter then, 
And learne to ſport thee in a wanton bed; 
Is this rhe tricks (ſhe ſoftly ſaid) of men? 


And counterfeiting ſpeech vnknowne, ſhe mad, 


A daughters name, me thinkes, doth not agree, 
It well with your owne child in loue to bed 


The King, nor — re? lay by his fide, 

Replies, what hurt deere Lady can it be? 

No ill I know by chat meanes can betide, 

- 'Theloue more firme thereby we common ſce: 

It is not ill though men the ſame not craue, 
For we want daughters till a wife we haue. 


She did reply, and ſaid, why put the caſe . 
That l were Myrha, for as men do ſay, 
My countenance reſembleth much her faces, 
Were t not offence,thunk you, with me to play? 
Miſdeeming nought, ag aine, he doth reply; 
No more thẽ tis with chee, ſweet wench, to lie 


O would,quoth Myrba, you could likewiſe proue 
Whereby I might but know ſome reaſon why, 

It were not ill to grant to you my loue, 
That loue ſhould then alone to you apply; 

Were I your daughter might well conſent, 
Say halfe ſo much for mac I am content. 


\ 


] 


1 


— 


The King replies, my ſweete, my will is lar, 
And may command my ſubiects vhen I will, 
Beſides all this, you furthermore do know . | 
You muſt obey, I call you daughter ftill>-/ 
Then talke no more, ſhe ſaid, Ido agree |, / 
Thy daughter and thy ſubiect yeelds to thee, 


Oh! now the 8 owne child doch take, 
And ot his one he doch his one beget, 

Of his owne loines another child doth. make, . 
Repugnant to the Law that nature ſer; 

May ones owne ſeed to procreation moue? 
No ſure, vnleſſe it doth a monſter proue. 


Their muſicke is the ſcriking of the Owes, 
As if the fiends came for to ſunder them, 
The rauing dogs affcight chem with their howles, 
As all the fiends came forth to iniure them; 
The ſtars behind the clouds, a great way hence, 
Like ſpies lic peeping to diſcloſe the offence. 


Their bed doth ſhake and quauer as they lie, 
As if it groan'd to beare the weight of ſinne, 
The fatall night-crowes at their windowes flie, 
And cries out at the ſhame they do liue in: 
And that they may perceiue they heauens frown, 
The Poukes & Goblins pul the cougrings down. 


C 3 The 


The w that her curſed head doth den, 
Hache a caſtle of accurſed ill, 

The y burthen of the fame doch feate, 

And 7 thrinketh inwards from her dil: 

Whilſt boch ehe ends high ſwelling with diſdaine 

Like angty foe· men raiſe themſelues amino. 


The bed ore Ind then they religious are, 
Doth ſeeke to ſhroud their foule — 
And therefore lets them fall into it farre N 


As in ſome vale for to conceale the fact: 
Like bulwarkes riſing to defend their names, 


Or * eee to obſcure their ſhames. 


O chere they lie and glut ĩhemſelues with fin, 
A iocund * that doch che fleſh delight, 

A filthy fleſh chat can reioyce herein, 
A Alp y that gainſt che fouledorh fight; © 

A faſting = aplcaſbreſoone forgot, 
That bringeth ſhame wich-an-crernall blor, 


Thrice happy now, had wicked Myrha bene, 
If ſome foule ſwelling Eben cloud would fall, 
For her to hide her felte eternall in, 
Or had the bed bene burnt wit wilde fire all, 
And thereby moult the heauens golden frame 
That al chings might baue ended unh her ſhame. 


and 
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he Scourge of Venks." 


And now revenge, afouldier vnto laſt, -/\ 
Comes ſcouring in, as it had bene beguil'd, 
Accompanied with fame and foule diſtiuſt. 

And with diſgrace, blacke luxures baſeſt child, 
Theſe threaten them and blaze abroad the fact, 
And like to Trumpets thunder out the act. 


Not many nights they ſpending in this fort, 
Bar Cyneras at lengih defir'd to know 

Who twas affoorded him this pleaſant ſport, - 
And freely did the curreſy beſtow: 

And having done this taske ved euery night, 
Forth he doth ſteale and goes to ſeek the light. 


> 


O hide thee Myrha, tis not time to ſleepe, 

1 A thunderbolc is leueld at thy head, 

Vnleſſe thy cies prepare them for to weepe, 
Wich fire and ſword thou arr berrai'd in bed, 

Awaken wench, the day of doome bewray, 
And ſee the father his owne child betray. 


And whither ſteales thou furious Cynar.25? 

Why ſeekes a iht to open thy ovne ſhameꝰ 
Who hop'ſ to finde in this accurſed place? 
Make not ſuch haſt to ſpy thy ignoble game, 

Stay, ſtay thy feere, thou wilt repent to late, 
Miſchiefe itſelfe comes in with ſpeedy gate. 


* C 4 | What 


The Stourge of Venus.” 


What, ſleepſtthou Myrhatwhyrhe ſleep thou long 


Or elſe awake and welcome in thy woes, 

Another happy day will neuer come, 
Pale miſery thy pleaſure ouer- goes 

Dreame fleeping, thou didſt with thy father lie, 
Or wake, and ſec him reuenge the villany, 


iin thy head, and all thy parts with feare, 

And thinke the fends incompaſſe thee about, 

Striuing with burning tongs thy fleſh to teare, 
Pulling thy tongue and cies with tortures out; 

O chinke with raizors they do flea thy skin, 
Adding new tortures vnto euery fin, 


Now comes the father, being fully bent 
For to diſcloſe his loue with his faire light, 


Sleeps Myrha, thou haſt time for to repent, '/ | 


Ariſe in care, paſſe many a weary, night; 
Looke Cyneras, and ſpy diſgraRe too ſoone, 
Myrha awake, ſee what thy luſt hath done, 


Bluſh luſtfull King, and ſee the end of luſt, 
Behold thy owne diſhonour and diſgrace, 

Learne what it is to vie thy wife vniuſt, 

And lay a Strumpet in her Princely place, 

Sham follows thẽ, reuẽge hangs ore their heads 
That baſely do deſile their marriage bed. 


| It's 


} 
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It's like a render flower nipt with froft, 
le euer after hangs his drooping head, 
And hath her wonted prime of glory loſt, 
Or like the cup that harh his Nectar ſhed: 
Cracke you the richeſt pointed Diamond, 
And all his priſe and glory's loſt and gone. 


Old Cynaras his daughter knowing well, 
For very anger could not ſpeake a word, 
But into moſt outragious fury fell, | 
And would haue kid the Lady with a ſword, 
Bur nimbly the,by helpe of cloudy night, 
Conueyes her ſelfe out of her fathers fight, 


Moſt like a Lyon, ranging for a pray, 

Each corner of the be he mad lookes, 

No barre, or ſtop, doth linder him, or ſtay, 
He rifles chambers, beds, and ſecret nookes. 

This Lyon ſeekes for her, the dart did throw, 
And quietly lets all the other go. 


— 
— 


By this the Lady's in the Arabian fields, 
And fearefully doth range about the ſame, 
Which plenteouſly the bearing D ate-tree yeelds, 
At length ſhe allo through Pænchaia came, 
Her fathers rage being ſomething ouer-paſt, , 
At Saba land the doth arriue at laſt. 


— 


The 


The Scoorge of Fans: 


The King not finding her, begins to free, 
And — bimſelfe wich anguith, care & griefe, 
He ſcoulds with fortune, chat this trap did fer, 
And chides the Fares for yeelding no reliefe: 
Small ſoxrowes grew till they to greater came, 
Like little ſparxes iacreaſing into flame, 


Euen as a riuei ſwelling ore her bounds, 
By daily falling of ſmall drops of raine, 
Like wiſc his care continually abounds, 


By howerly thinking of his his fault againe, 


Content were found ſoone in calamity, 
I !he thoughe thereof raz'd out of memory. 
A ; (reares, 
Daughter, quoth he, with eyes full fraught with 
What haft thou done? o foule accurſed child 
Why haſt decciu'd my aged bloſom'd haires? 
} Why didſt thy Princely Father fo beguile? 
Alaſſe! I etre, thou art no childe to me, | 


{Nor longer Ile thy Jouing father be. 


Go ſeeke ſome hole eternall to lye in, 
And n euet mote behold the heauens light, 
Thou haſt diſgraced all thy name and kin, 
Then hide hee everlaſting from my fight, 
Thou haſt not onely brought vs both ro ſhame, - 
But made thy father actor of che ſame. 


He 


7 | . 
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How will hy mother thinke: her ſelfe abus 4, 
That haſt made her a ue ane thawefully, 
Of filthy inceſt do cher accuſt, 

| _ TharLemmon-like didft with kaher ye, 


Then hye to hell, Haſte to the Furles there, 
When raging parts witneſſe gainſt thee beare. 


Oh but the fault thy one was moſt of all, 

 Poore Myrha thou didſt meane no hurt to mi, 

It wot : thouſaid'ſt (my Telfe I witneſſe call) 
Twas4ll with your owne childe in loue to be. 

And vrg'd againe, hat if ſhe Myrba were, 
I bafely ſaid, chere was no fault in her. 


Then rent thy braines ich terror of the deed, 
Confuſed choughts burſt thine 5 
As if thou did ſt on deadly poyton feed, 5 

And in Eliſi um let thy ſoule nere reſt, 
Rore ſeas,quake earth;till you deuoute Frog | 
Thar hath defil'd his CG wich foule fin. 


Yet ſhe did know-I was her father deere, nts 
What meant the thea to ſecke me in ſuch fort? 
I did not know my daughter to be there, 
And therefore wiſhed her no kind of hurt. 
She ſin d, and knew her father ſhe abuſed, 
Iſin'd, vncertaine who it was I vſed. 


When Myrha — much her barne to beare, 


Tired with wandring in the wood 1 long, 
Weary of life beginnerh for to fear 
What ſhall hereafter on herſelfe become. 
Now ſhe perceiues the folly luſt did bring, 
And may take time of penitence to ſing. 


Things done in haſte, haue leaſure to repent, 
A braine is neuer wanting woe, 
Yourh with Decorumieldome is content, 
Yong yeares and luſt affociar-like do goe, 
Youth hach no wit till it be deerely bought, 
And often times chen it is good for nought. 


Alaſſe! quoth Myrba,burſting out wich cryes, 

What ſhall do that haue ſo vilely erred? 

Let bellowing grones pierce vp vnto the skyes, 
That all the Gods to pitty may be ſtirred, 

O let ſome Trumpers voice from thee be driven 
To waken mighty Izpiter in he auen. 


You 
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Tou gentle Gods, that wonted were to heare 
The ſuppliant praiers of diſtreſſed ſoules, 

Now open wide your gracious liſtning care, 
That | may win ſome pitty with my houles, 

O let it ſtand with your omnipotence, 
For to remit the ſorrowfuls offence. 


Ido confeſſe my wickednefſe.is much, 

And there's no hope that | ſhould fauour win, 
Yer your ſtill-pardoning clemency is ſuch, 
T hat vndeſerued you forgiue our fin, 

We run in errors euery day moſt ill, 
Vet you are apt to grant vs pardon till. 


What haue I gain'd?my fathers foule diſgrace, 
My owne di r,and my fricnds diſdaine: 
What haue I won? an imputation baſe, 
My mothers curſe, and a perpetuall ſtaine, 
I ſellome ſee one miſchiefe to ariſe, 
But it brings others at her heeles likewiſe, 


And fince my fault inte ſuch height is driuen 
That I deſetue not in the earth to reſt, 

Nor haue a place amongſt the ſlarres in heauen, 
You nightly powers grant me this requeſt ; 

That neither with the dead nor liue I do remain, 
And ſo no place ia carth or heauen gaine. 


Te 
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Her matou did conuert to pyth at laſt, *ULN 


requeſt the Gods conſent. 
And ſo th N N ee 

Oui from her toes the ſcraw ling roots were ſent 
Which ly her tratell ſhe had bruiſed ſore. 


Theſe das- roots moſt plentuouſſy abound, 
Till they had fiat her body to the ground. 


Where be the walks that thou waſt wont to hang 
\ The ſhady groues paued wth Camomile? 
The roſſe bo wers that heate of dunn did ſaue/ 
» And ycelded to chy ſence a pleaſant ſmile > 
Where be the ple#fantroomes thoufolaſt s in? 
Thou art diſpoid thereof by thine owne fin, © 


Thou ſhalr | 
Gazing vpon the people kneeling, downe, 

No more will come to woc thee for a Bride, 
Luſt hath defi d che pe of thy cenowne. 

Thoſe feet of thine, chat to offence did lead. 

Impriſoned are, and not allow d to tread. 6 


Byzhis che gro ing tree ſo ſar had paſt, 
That her faire bones to timber — wer: -; | 


* 
4 

4 — 
2 


And all her bloud che name of Sap doch beare 
Het armes to boweshbr fingers branches be, 
Hes skin to barł, and fb the made a wee, |, 


morewithin thy Chariot ride, 4 \ 
N 


7 


&£ Wherz 


| 


| Where is the face chat did all faces ftaine,) , 


Farewel 
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The Scourge of Venur. 
But ſhrunke within a hard conſolid barke? 7 | 
No one will fue to kiſſe it once againe, 
But muſt be hid perperually in dare. 
That ſno white · neck, hat men defir'd to tacky. 
' Now they refuſe o handle it as mu. 


Where are thoſe eyes, choſe glaffy eyes of thine, 
Thar lerit che —— __—_ chiefeſt light? 
Where is that Angels voyce, chat voyce deuine, 
Whoſe wel-tun'd tõgue did al the gods delight? 
What, are they gonetdoth time thy ory cuſt> 
u 


No, they be ſpoiled wich inceſtious 


Farewell hy armes, made kindly to embrace, 

But now a bough for gear ar vpony: 
thy pretty fingers in like caſe, 

The curious Lute ordain d to quauer on. 


Your wonted glory you ſhall ſee no more, 


Your filchy luſt hach thruſt you out of dore. 
Now with her ſhape ſhe loſt her ſences quite, 


For that and for her fault ſhe weeperh Bil 
Which teares are held in honor, price, & migbr, 
And daily do out of the tree Ad. | 
And from the gummy barke doth iſſue 24zrvb, 


Which cuermote ſhall beare ihe name of her. 


At 


ere, 95. 


IA S the ſome . 
And fo Lucina laidher hand thereon, - 1 
And recem'd che words 1 


The watry Nymphs this pretty child take, 
And on ſoft ſmelling flowers laid him downe, 
Of which a curious cradle they did make, 

The hearbs perfumed were for more renowne. 
Tac Nymphs this boy affected more and more, 
"And with his mothers teares ſtil waſht him ore. 


ſo beauty doth likewiſe, -, * 
ro morrow, then 


FE 


te & more comin 
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